Chapter Fifteen
FLIGHT
IN THE MIDDLE  OF JULY,   1919, MY BROTHER AND I MADE UP
our minds to get away from Soviet Hungary.
The position in Budapest and throughout the country
was desperate. Famine-stricken Austria was already receiv-
ing food-supplies from Herbert Hoover's relief organization,
but Hungary was not, as the Allies were pursuing the block-
ade in the hope of overthrowing the proletarian dictatorship.
The Soviet government, fearing a repetition of a counter-
revolutionary putsch which was attempted on June 24th and
had failed, had intensified the rigour of the regime. Terrorist
troops appeared everywhere,, arrests by night held the
bourgeoisie in suspense.
The principal reason for our decision was a government
decree calling up all former officers for active service with
the Red army to fight the Rumanian troops. The penalty
for disobedience was death, for at this moment of dire
distress, the dictatorship had need of anyone who knew
how to lead soldiers. It was for the 'political commissars'
and military tribunals attached to the army to see that there
was no sabotage by the officer of the interests of the regime.
The Hungarian Red army was, however, war-weary.
Without the hope of military help from Soviet Russia, the
Bolshevik regime would never have come into existence, but
that help had failed to appear, as Moscow had its hands too
full with Denikin, Koltchak, the English and Americans in
Archangel, the Japanese in Eastern and the Czechoslovak
legionaries in Western Siberia. Further, the Hungarian Red
army consisted almost entirely of Social-Democratic work-
men belonging to the trade unions, and utterly anti-Com-
munist in feeling. This campaign was unpopular with the
men, the enemy vastly superior to them in numbers, equip-
ment, ammunition and commissariat, and the struggle hope-
less from the outset, as every soldier knew. Mass-desertion
and even looting in the towns evacuated in face of the